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tion; it was a pouring out of his soul to God, in whose
presence he so evidently lived. I was greatly blessed, and
realized how much more there was for me to learn of the
inner life, grasping more fully the meaning of a " life hid
with Christ in God." *

They returned to Margate in time for him to rush
off to the Saturday night Meeting, and on the Sunday,
as we have seen, he put in a full day from Knee-Drill
till the end of the Prayer Meeting at night.

Looking back now upon that last week he seems
to have been, though only dimly aware of it, preparing
for some great event. He went all over his papers,
finishing what he had tried to accomplish many times
before; namely, the sorting out of his private letters.
He had kept every little childish scrawl, every post-
card and telegram from home, and every letter his
' little comrade' had written during the nearly thirty
years of their married life. All were carefully tied up
in small neat packets according to date.

Several times during that week he referred to
his coming journey as one of great length. When
reminded that he had only planned for a three weeks*
tour between Holland and Switzerland he would assent
as though he had been confused. The Saturday before
he left his son David walked in unexpectedly from
Ashford.

' Why, David, what brings you ?' exclaimed his
mother. He looked surprised.

' Don't you know father sent for me? He wrote
that he was going away for a very long time, and I
should not see him unless I came here now.'

Mrs. Railton laughed. * He is only going to be
away a few weeks,' she said.

Father and son spent a pleasant afternoon together,
but the parting that evening was their final one.

Afterwards it was found that he had written a
similar letter to his younger son, which to his lasting
regret missed him. ' I am very sorry not to have seen
you,* wrote* the Commissioner, when he failed^ to
appear; * I feel we shall not meet for a long time.'